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" Six years, sir."
"In India?"
" Yes.?*
" Good.   I spent forty years there.   Good luck to you."
What an inspiration for a youngster in the Indian Army
to .receive such encouragement from a man who had made
his name in that country and through his efforts had
achieved lasting glory.
Both Lord Roberts and Sir John agreed that our camp
was no fit place for us, and we were immediately transferred
to billets, the French troops moving out into army huts.
Two of us were boarded out on an elderly couple, and I
shall always remember the old man saying : " You may
stay up a little longer if you like/' The time was exactly
eight o'clock, and we might have been a couple of children
allowed to stay up as a special treat. Our host was a devout
Roman Catholic, and before we went to bed recited the
Rosary to an exceedingly inappropriate accompaniment
from my companion, who was cursing everybody and
everything in the next room.
From Orleans we entrained for Bethune, which was to
be the limit of our journey by rail. But before we arrived
there we had a surprise. We had stopped at a small country
station, when we heard a humming noise overhead. Two
German aeroplanes were circling above us. I don't think
any of us were prepared for this. Aerial warfare to us was
a dream, and now it had come true. The 'planes dropped
bombs in a desperate attempt to blow up the train, but
none of them found their mark. As they swooped lower,
we fired a*> them with rifles, and they answered with
revolvers. Luckily they were not fitted with machine-guns.
They flew off, leaving tis unscathed. We had, however*
been observed, and observation is as much a duty of the
air arm as destruction. So far as I was concerned, this was
an isolated instance of attack from the air, for I was not to
see another aeroplane for many months.
Considering the wholly unexpected nature of this attack,
we were remarkably self-controlled, but whea it was;all
over we found that the train wouldn't go, and t&3 not for